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HE following little Pixc ts are thrown into 
the World by way of experiment, lf they 
are favourably received, they will poſſibly be 
followed by others; if they perich, the Aurhon 
will. not be diſappointed. His end will be an- 
ſwered, if this PuBLicaT10N ſerves as a temptation 


to others to follow his example. For he is well 


convinced, that ſeveral GenTLEMEN have, in their 


cloſets, Pieces (if publiſhed) that would do honour 
to themſelves and to their Country. 
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Taxes WIZ ARD or THE ROCK. 


ITHIN a cave by Nature's hands 
Scoop'd from a ſolid craggy ſtone, 
Which near the Schuyltills margin ſtands, 
An hoary Haar dwelt alone. 


Tho- age had filver'd o'er his head, 
| Yet beam'd his eyes with youthful glow; 
A flowing beard his breaſt &'erſpready 5 
That vied in whiteneſs with the ſnow. 
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His . "0% was wiſdom” 8 throne, 


Vet grief had planted furrows there; 


His cheeks, where mild compaſſion GT 4 


Had been bedew'd with many a tear. 


REL1610x viſited his cell; 
Meek Reſignation came along; 
With him the Virtues lov'd to dwell 
Sequeſterd from the noiſy . 


To Kai ring ſwains the man was dear, 


(For ſwains the man of virtue love!) 5 „ 


By ſome he was yclep'd THE SEER, 


By ſome, the Hermit of THE Grove, 


But boys, who near the filver wave 
Of Schuylkill watch'd the bleating flock, 


And ſaw him in his ſtony cave, 
The WizaRD call'd him os THE Rock. 


Nor yet could ſimple ſhepherds tell. | 


From whence or how he thither came; ( 
Some thought that from the clouds he fell, 
Some thought he roſe from out the ſtream. 
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1 O R NM S I 
Some ſaid he was a mermaid's child, --- ' 
And from beneath the. vaſty deep 
Becauſe, as ſoon as ſummer ſmil'd, 
He ſought the ſea- beat ſhore—to weep. 


Imports it not, what was his name, 
Or how, or whence, the W1zazD ſprung; 
Let far for cynning washis fame, | 
And learning dwelt upon his n 
If wither'd how with ded thumb | 
£ To kids, or cows, would threaten harm; FE 
To him the milk-maids all would come, 
Againſt the witch, to get a charm. | 


MY pacing Dapple e poor, 
Or if diſorder thinn'd the flock, 
The neighbours, for advice or cure, 
Would ſeek the WizarD or THE Rock. 


" „ But, when diſeaſe her ruthleſs hand 
Upon the hapleſs peaſant laid, 
Beſide the gloomy couch he'd ſtand, | 
And gently preſs the aching head. 
OE 


PR 


Their innocence his boſom warm'd; ; 
Oft, gathering round him on the plain, 


i 


The horrors of the OT TOY" breaſt 15 


His holy doctrine would remove: 
He'd open ſcenes of endleſs reſt, 5 
Of joy 5 and love. 4 2 


Upon his words perſuaſion hung, SO N 
That lulbd the finner to repoſ em | - 


The muſic of his pious tongue 


With peace th* expiring ſcene could cloſe. 


Much too he lov'd the youthful train, 


T hey drank inſtruction, and were charm'd. 


At once a parent, friend, and guide, 


He'd hold up virtue to their view; 
Their follies tenderly he'd chide, a 
Then mark the paths oy ſhould ry | 


Still, deareſt object of his care, 


The lov'd MATILDA lining ſtood; 
Herſelf unconſcious ſhe was fair, 
And wiſhing only to be good. 
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D O E M s. 
Oft as the WizarD rais'd his eye, 


To gaze upon her op'ning charms, 
While from his boſom ſtole a figh, 


He'd preſs her in his aged arms. 


e Such (would he ſay) had fate been kind, 


* My lov'd ELvInA now had ſhone;” _ 


| Then, to the will of Heav'n reſign'd, 


He'd ftrive to check the riſing groan. - 


As dear as ever father lov'd 


An only child, he held the maid; . 
Nor ever tend reſt daughter prov- d 
More grateful in the thanks ſhe paid. 


As on the bleak Atlantic ſhore 


His annual tears the W1zazD ſhed Eh 


For thoſe his eyes could ſee no more, | 


Ny Immers'd in ocean s deepeſt bed; 


With anguiſh bending o'er a grave, 
The lovely ORPHAN there he found ; 

He ſtretch'd the arm that lov'd to fave, ; 
And rais d the mourner from the ground. 
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| And to a al ſequeſter's plain, 2 e 
= | | He led the drooping | Child of woe; 8 34 1 


With tendereſt care he ſoorh'd her pain; aver 
And made her ſorrows hoodie: 25d g be 


Beneath an DE” matron 8 care | 66 
(The matron too had ſorrows mee, 
2 He plac'd the little pratling fair, - 
I ö Aud bade to raife her as her own. 1 
1 5 As he grew up, with ev* ry grace | | 
MariLpA' 8 ſpotleſs form was bleſt; 13 1 


5 | Beam'd ſweetnefs in her Angel face, 1 
And pity, virtue, warm'd her breaſt. 


VS .0o from the tempeſtbeaten plain. 
= | | The drooping willow, bent to earth, © © 
WW |  Tranſplanted by the curious ſwain, 
1 ö * and ſpreads its foliage forth. 
: 2 | 
Oft did ſhe (eek the hoary ſage, ; 


| When night around, its gloom had ſpread: 
1 She liſten'd to the words of age, | 


And in her heart his precepts laid. 1 
1 . Wich 


With learning's lore her mind he, lord, 4 


Its volumes open'd to her view; 
The dark hiſtoric page explor d, 
And thence ſublimeſt morals drew. * 


When vice triumphant, bath'd i in blood, 5 


Oppreſs d meek virtue by its pow'r ; 
He pointed where the furies ſtood, 
The fell deſtroyer to deyour, 


When kingdoms totter'd. to decay, | 
When OA in the duſt were laid; 
He pointed were corruption lay, 

And all its fad effects diſplay'd. 


But when ſome peaceful Antonine 


The drooping widow'd virtues rais'd; 3 


He dwelt with rapture on the line, 
And ſaid, * Such deeds the Seraphs prais'0 


He too did nature's page unfold; 
Its wonders, order, beauty ſhew'd ; 
Taught how creation was controul'd, 
| And whence that beauty, order, flow 4. 
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Thus while, with trinſpore and furprize, 


In pleaſing paths Marr pA trod, 
He bade her raiſe her wond'ring eyes, 
From Nature's works, to Nature's GOD. 


Vet not, to books alone confin'd, 


From them were all his precepts brought; "Ah 
The Wizard ſtor'd her pliant mind 
. With lefſons that experience taught. | by 


The moving tale, he'd ſometimes feign, 


of ſorrow, for her liſf'ning ear; 


Enjoy awhile her virtuous pain, 
Then kiſs away the ſtarting tear. 


He painted once the Villain's art, 
To ruin the believing maid ; 
As at an adder, did ſhe ftart,— 


1 the e picture true | afraid! 


The WIzARD mark d the down-caſt eye 3 


He thought it dropt a ſilent tear; 
Her boſom catch'd*the ſtifled ſigh ;— 


He fear'd ſome ſecret paſſion there! 


As tender as obs cooing dove, 
Had taken in a little gueſt,” 
But never knew that gueſt Was love ! 


Oft, by the moonlight, on the plains 
(Before ſhe knew man could enſnare), 
She met LEADER, pride of ſwains: 


But truth and 1 innocence were chere. 


The cifiog bluſh its 8 gave; 


She fear'd to meet the Wizanp's view; 


She trembling left the rocky cave, 


And to the neighb? ring grove the flew. : | 


Land en met her near the grove, 
And caught her in his faithful arms! 


anſulpefliag breaſt, 1 


„ And comes, he ſaid, and comes my 2520 $] 


To bleſs me with hor blooming charms ?'? | 


* And! is it Love? And has no o ſauce, 


Been by LzAxptR's treach'ry laid ? 
Alas !—I have been taught to fear! 


ve could thou wound an helpleſs n Th 


© 
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4 'By HEAVEN, he cry'd, by all the pow Ts 
That rule yon ſtarry ſphere above, 
This tender heart is only yours, 
_ beats with Wen but pureſt love i- 70 ft 17; 


Ls 


£4 What! impious wretch, what fiend, would da | 
To trample virtue's facred ſhrine ?. 
To ſpread for innocence a ſnare, - 
Or wound a ſoul fo bright as thine ? 


FBy honor's ever ſacred name, 

By love, by truth, by Thee, I ſwear, | 
Not purer blazes virtue's flame 715 
Wichin thy ſpotleſs breaſt.—than here !- 


4 


« Thea liſt, Lranpzr!”—(chus reply'., 
MAT1LDa ro the gazing youth ;) | 
I know not how my thoughts to ide: 
Or to diſguiſe the voice of truth. 


No father's foſt'ring hand I knew, 

To guide my uninſtructed heart, 

10 point where fraud or falſchood grew, 

And ſhield me from the flatt'rer's art, W 
_ ; «No 


7. VE: WM M 8. 
55 No Mother's bright example led 5 97 
My infant ſteps in virtue's lore ! 


The ſea-weed form'd MariLDa' 8 bed 
Upon the bleak Atlantic Shore. 


e The ſpot a wand'ring Peaſant found, 
| Compaſſion warm'd his rugged breaſt ; 
He rais'd me from the ſurge · beat ground, 


And lul'd a little 1 985 to reſt. es 


e While prattle'd yet my artleſs years, 
My Benefactor ſought the rer 
Ah! not avail'd my ceaſeleſs tears, 
Too weak to ſuccour, or to ſave. | 


„ ſaw him wreathe; I hear'd him figh, | 


1 preſt with trembling hand his n 
And, as he clos'd the dying . 
For me the laſt ſad tear was ſhed. 


E Caſt on the world's extended ſtage, 


: Again deſerted and forlorn, 


No friend to guard my orphan age, 
From ev'ry hope and comfort torn ; 


| 11 


12 | POEM * 
« My pray'rs kind Heav' Nin pity heard, 
And ſent a Friend,—the Friend of woe ; 


The Wizarp or THE Rock appear d, 
And bid my ſorrows ceaſe to flow. 


<« "Twas he that form d my tender youth, 
With all a parent's anxious care; 
He pointed out the paths of truth, 


And bid my ſteps to follow chere. 


ls © His lib'cal hand my wants ſupplies, 


For me are paid his daily Pray'rs: 
And ſhall I, from his aged eyes, 
By S call the tears ? | 


** Forbid it ade. and love, 


That ſach unfilial deed be mine; . 


Let him LzaxDER' s VOWS appore, | 


15 then Marne ill be thine.” 3 


bo Immortal Pow rs!” exclaim'd the 1 
And claſp'd her i in his warm embrace ; 


| 77 Tis ſhe the word” rous mark is plain,—. 5 


* ALCAXOR's eye—ELvina's grace. „ 
_ Long 


POEMS. 


8 los loſt ,—lamented, lovely maid 125 
Quick let us ſeek the Wizarp's cave; 
But, ah oh ever honour'd ſhade! 
Why haſt thou burſt l grave? 


«© What deed of mine diſturbs n reſt 
Protector of my early youth? : 
Thy precepts, grav d upon my breaſt, 
Have made me follow honor, truth, 


Vet ſoft upon thoſe Vaſe bers, 
No threat'ning ſullen frowns appear 
| ALcaxor, ſmile upon my vows 
Before thou melt'ſt in fleeting air l 


„ Yes—bleſs ye both the WIz Ax D cried 


(For he the tender ſcene had view d); 
Each earthly wiſh is now enjoy d: 
Thus Hzay'x rewards the juſt and good. 


e Dear pledge of my ELvika's love! 
And did the ſtorm my infant ſpare? _ 
No more MarTiLDA now ſhall prove 

The WizasD's, but the FarHERR's care. 
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While yet thy infant ſummers ſhone, 
1 ve gaz d upon thy charms divine, 
| Nor deem'd the treaſure was my own. 


There may the vernal flow'rets bloom, 
By no unhallow'd ſtep defil'd ! 
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4 Oft, as we traced inſtruction's line, 


„Oh! ſacred be the Peaſant's tomb, 
W hoſe gentle breaſt preſerv'd my child! 


;  *61Arile, LEANDER; to thy arms 
Thy Friend ALcaxok i is reſtor 'd; 


And ſee, my Daughter s op' ning charms 
Await to bleſs her boſom's Lord en 


: 
12 
* 


MARIA's 


3 


N A RI ke GRAVE. / 


HE bell rikes one!—We hs no note of time, 


« But from! its loſs 8 


$0 FER the bard divine, 
He, who amid the awfol gloom of night, 


Of night more awful, from the dreary ſcene (graves 


That ſpread its horrors round, —from mould'ring 
Of thoſe who long had ſlumber'd in the duſt, 
Drew morals deep, important, grand, ſublime i 


Oh! would the Muſe, that to his holy breaſt | 
(Tho? humbled, wounded by affliction's thorn,) 
Gave inſpiration, —ſhed one ſpark on mine; 
On mine, by ſorrow's deep-corroding tooth | 
Sore ſtricken ;—Sorrow too, allied to his, 
Of pungent ſorrow, for Mar1a's fate. 


Then would CLEons not diſdain the lay 
Which Friendibip offers at the graſſy tomb 
W here ſleeps the duſt of beauty 


n n — of 


Deep 


5 
1 
Lf 
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16 * o A u s. 
| 7 Deep it ſleeps, 

15 wake no more, till that tremendous day 

I When, mid the wreck of nature, the laſt trump 

' Shall rouſe the mould'ring atoms into form! 


| How ftill, how ſolemn is the midnight ſcene! 
i How fit this time for contemplation's pow'r 
1ꝙ0 ſhed her influence o'er the thoughtleſs breaſt; 
And ch! how fit to flll the ſoul with awe _ 
7: This ſacred, mournful ſpot ! 


Each grave around 
: 8 forth a . that ſhould ſtrike each heart ; 
25 * chiefly thine, MARIA, ſpeaks aloud !— 


14 sf And will ane leave che ES plain, 
Where art and nature both conſpire to pleaſe ? 
[1 Say, will the leave ſweet Morven's happy bow'rs, 
; Where peace and pleaſure gild each riſing day, 
Aud notes of rapture float on ev ry breeze, 

| To ſeck the dreary manfions of the dead, 

Where blence, darkneſs, horror, vg around? 
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bod e Maxi calls; her -b form, 


Seated on yonder cloud, yet hovers near! 
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Thy dale, far ſuecter than Arabia's ziles 
That kiſs the bending caſſia, as they paſs, 


- And ſteal the odors of the happy clime, 
Shall reach the cloud, and waft it up to He av'N Ne 


While thy ſoft tears, far brighter than the dews, 
Upon the turf that wraps her mould'ring clay, 
And richer than the incenſe of the Eaſt, | 
Will be a grateful tribute to her ſhade! 
Oh! who, that knew her, can refuſe to pay 

| 1 he tender tribute of a mournful tear? 1 


Youth, 1 virtue 5 


Refiſt: the fatal tyrant of matikind # 

No!—for MARIA bow'd beneath his ſtroke! , 
Compos'd, the bow'd the lovely languid head, 
Meek as a feraph !——from her dying eye 
Beam'd Reſgnation: — while her dying lips 
Implor d a . on her weeping: friends 


Oh! come. ye Fair! who tread in Pleature's mazez 


And ſip the raptures of each paſſing hour; 
Oh! hither bend the ſadly penſive ſtep; 
Leave for awhile the gay, fantaſtic round, 


E Where 
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Could not all your charms : 
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Where folly revels, and where health decays, 
To gain inſtruction at Maria's grave! 

Let recollection with inverted eye 

Paint to your fancies what MARIA was; 

Then aſk this ſolemn queſtion hat are ye? 


| Blooms on © 3 SEAS 3 os of health 7 
Do your gay forms attract attention's gaze? 
And from each breeze, do your delighted ears 
Drink in th. r ſighs? 
| 80 lov'd, admir'd, 
| Was once the form that ſlumbers no. —in duſt! 


[ Not ſhape of ymmetry, — not bloom of youth, 

i Nor yet the ſighs impaſſion d lovers breathe, 5 
Could ſtay the ſtern relentleſs dart of fate, 
Or ſhield Maz1a's boſom from the wound [own. 
Fam —may: the death-wing* d arrow pierce your 


Did Pity's Kn gliſten in her eye, 
When tales of ſorrow caught the liſt'ning ear? 
Did Charity expand her generous heart, 
When pale Diſtreſs had loſt each ray. of hope 2 
Vid Heay'n- born Virtue wear MaxiA's form 


To 


Pp O E M S. — 
To tharm, if poſſible, a houglitleſs world? 
And was that form by ev TY grace adorn'd? 
And was her mind as f potleſs as her form? 
And was her fame as ſpotleſs as her mind P41 
And was her life as ſpotleſs as her fame! = 
And was the tenor of that ſpotleſs life, 
A rare example that ye ſhould purſue, 
To make this vale below an earthly Heav a 5 
Oh! let her death inſtruct you how to die, 
And gain the glories of a Heav n above ! | 


«> Ak 


Bright o'er yon eaſtern bil, the fat of morn 
Darts forth its radiant beams Nor far below 1 5 
The pallid creſcent of the waneing moda-. 
Shoots up the welkin But yoa ſullen cloud, 
Borne on the pinions of the ſouthern blaſt, - 
May foon obſcure the ſplendor of their rays. 


Like that biight ſtar, thy morn, Maria, ſhoney 
And gave each protniſe of a radiant day; 
But ſoon, too ſoon, the cold enfeebling hand 
Of pale diſeaſe was felt; and like the moon, 
Thy pn figure wan'd away; 
C3 + > Rs 


Oo FF OEMS 
Fruitleſs the pray'rs which virtue oft preferr'd, 
Vain all the ſighs which bleeding Friendſhip heav'd 
Like vonder ſullen cloud, the blaſt of death 
Hid the fair proſpects that our hopes had form'd, 
And ſhrouded all thy beauties in the tomb! 


| Bleſt Map ! ade !— 
{ny "This humble artleſs lay, 

Rude as Afllidion prompted, at thy grave 

The Muſe of Friendſbip pays! Not her's the line 
That trills harmonious to the raptur'd ear; 

But though her numbers rude and tuneleſs e 

Her' s is the language of a feeling heart, 

And her $ the ſigh, which riſes 2 the ſoul [ 
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Tun VILLAGE FUNERAL, 


HE death - bell tolls l the village traindraw near, 
With ſolemn ſtep attending DaMoN's bier! ! 
From each ſad eye the ſtreams of ſorrow flow. 
From each ſad boſom ſteals the ſigh of woe. 


Slow they approach to yonder ſhatter'd fane, 
That rears its tottering ſpire o'er the plain; 
There, no proud tomb eredts its ſculptur'd head, 
To blazon forth the titles of the dead. 

No pompous vault expects his ſad remains, | 
No mitre'd prelate chaunts the ſolemn ſtrains, > f 
No deep-ton'd organ ſwells the mournful note, 3 
No choral voices on the night- breeze float, 
No funeral torches ſpread the lurid glare, 

No venal mourner ſheds the purchas'd tear, 
No ſable crouds perform the ſtudied part, 
But deep afflidion dwells in every heart ! 
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Now by the grave the melancholy at 


Ia ſadly penſive ſilence take their ſtand; 
The corſe committed to its native clay, 


8 With pious care, each mournful rite they pay; "= 


With tremblipg hands che tear-dew'd ſods they ſpread 
* gently pen them oer their much-lov'd dead. 


«© Soft be thy dambces, (ſays yon man iof years,) 


No more thoul't wake amid this vale of tears; 


No more thy breaſt ſhall feel the ſting of woe, 
Unfelt by thee, the wint'ry ſtorms hall blow, 


Paknown to thee, the vernal flowers ſhall DON 
| Nor ſpring, nor ſtorms, affect the Gent romb ; ; 


Yer ſhall thy mem'ry live in every heart 
Where pity dwells, or virtue bears a part. 
Still to thy grave, with each returning ſpring 


be village train their choiceſt wreaths ſhall bring; 


The breaſt of . ympathy- the figh ſfhatl pay, 
And tears of gratitude bedew thy clay. #54 f | : 1 


| F ar from this ſpot, ye niglitly goblins, fy: : 
Flere lleeps the Son of TP lity e hte a 


W 23 
No ſhrouded in the earth their much-loy 'd dead, 
And each ſad tribute to his relics paid, 


The penſive peaſants meaſure back the plain, 
A ſadly filent, melancholy train! ! 


| But lo obe ſolitary mourner „Hape, 05 
And ofer the grave his lonely ſorrows pays. 
Beſide yon oak, whoſe thunder- ſtriek en head 
Majeſtic nods o'er DaMox's humble ba, 

| Behold the youth in deepeſt anguiſh bend, 
To kifs the ſods that preſs his mould'ring friend. 
56 Stranger, he ſays, if eber thy pitying eye 
Could give a tear, thy boſom prompt a ſigh, | 


1 When Virtue ſunk neglected, to the tomb, 


With pious flep approach this ſacred gloom. 


Here Damow fleeps, no ſtone to tell his name 3 
No ſculptur'd line his merits to proclaim $5. 12 
Cold is the pillow chat ſupports his head, 
And deep the ſhades that wrap bis filent ded; 
Still is the heart which thrabb'd for other? 8 wor, | 
Clos'd are choſe lids where mercy. us'd to glow, » . 
Pale as the drooping image on yon ſtone, 


The cheeks where meek compaſſion ever ſhone; \ 
1 r Nerveleſs 


"2 %» 3 


ens 
N erveleſs that hand which wip'd the mourner's tear, 
And ſnatch'd the child of anguiſh from deſpair ; 
Mute are thoſe lips from whence inſtruction flow'd, 
Heaveleſs that breaſt where ev'ry virtue glow'd, 

W ichin yon cot, where ſilent ſorrow reigns, 

Once dwelt the parent of the peaceful plains; 
Stain'd hy no tear, ſave thoſe which Pity ſhed, 
The Pics, ſage his guiltleſs moments led. 


One tender maid, the daughter of kis cares, 
With filial fondneſs watch'd bis hoary years ! 
Oh! loſt Sona ! lovely, ill-ſtarr'd fair, 
Still to thy mem'ry drops the burning rear 5 
Still heaves the ſigh while fancy dwells on thee, 
For ever torn from life, from love, — from me. 
How fair the promiſe of thy riſing morn, 
| What qap'ning virtues did thy youth adorn! 
Ho frail, how tr anſient was thy bright” ning bloom! 
How ſaon it faded !—ſunk into the tomb! : 
Quill breathe my curſes on thy murd'rer's head. 
And vengeance follows tho' with tardy tread ! 
No temple 's ſacred walls the wretch ſhall hide, ; 
villain by an altar's fide; 
„ Cen 


Pu a 


Fen cho with trembling ſtep he ſought this ad; 
And with repentant tears bedew'd thy tomb, 
Here, in his blood, I'd bathe my thirſty dart, 
Aud from his boſom tear his panting heart! 


Where ſlept the lightnings of indignant heav'n, 
When the deep blow to innocence was givin? _ 
Why flew no bolt from yon inſulted ſkies, 
When we virtue rent the air wich cries ? | 


Stranger, forgive the tranſports of my ſoul, 
Too wildly rais'd for reaſon to controul! 
Oh! hadft thou ſeen her in the hour of joy, f 
Seen the mild radiance of her beamy eye - 

| Or, when ſhe heard the tale of the diſtreſt, 
Mark'd the ſoft ſwell of pity in her breaſt; 
Or hadſt thou hear d the muſic of her tongue, 
Seen her ſoft lips on which perſuaſion hung; 
Then, hadſt thou ſeen her, bending to the grave, 


(Gur pray rs, our tears, too weak, alas, to ſave!) _ 


Seen her meek eyes, with all their luſtre gone, 


Mark'd her pale lips, with all their rubies flown, 
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Heard the lat prayer, her faulr' ring tongue 1 
To ſooth the horrors of her murd'rer's breaſt ; b: 

| Seen the pale taper of her life expire, 
Seen the deep avguiſh of her hoary fire ; 
Scen him with looks of horror, madly wild, 

Bend Oer the body of his breathleſs child; 
Heard him, in all the agony of grief 
Implore the hand of death to bring relief; 
Then would thy wrath.ariſe, thy curſes flow, 
To blaſt the author of this ſcene of woe! 

15 Black was the day LoreNzo fought the plain, 
Black as his foul, too ſkill d, alas! to fe jen! 

_ Lur'd by the fwiling villain's treach'tous art, 

The lovely maiden yielded up her heart! 

The villain feiz'd the fond unguarded hour, 

Wen thoughileſs beauty fought the ſilent bow r 

Preſs d on the fair, when diſtant from defence, 

And robbe mou victim of 5 ionagenee. | 88 


9 


| Feel how yon my, W on the plain 7 
Ss funk the faireit of che village- train! 

| Grief ſapp'd che ſprings of life; ſhe bow'd bet head, 
Ft And es the g'00my manſions % the dead! 


Faſt 


. U 


PoE W 
= Faſt on her ſteps, her age-bent father trod 
His ſorrows ſleep beneath this dewy ſod! 
But let me ceaſe, —Rerenge purſues. the deed, 
And ſoon Lorznzo', s guilty breaſt ſhall bleed. a 


Stranger, farewell. If ſorrow claims a tear, 


*Tis due to DaMox—pay the tribute here!“ . 
And ſhall Oblivion, in her midnight ſhade, - 
Obſcure the ſtory of the humble dead * 8 
Shall meek SOPHIA ſeek the filent grave, 
No gen'rous Muſe her injur'd name to e 5 
Shall Damoy lumber in the tomb, unknown, : 
His grief forgotten, uninſcrib'd his ſtone ? 
While venal bards in glowing verſe proclaim _—_ 
The fancy'd W of each wealthy game ? | | 
Shame to the Muſe, who proſtitutes her 4 | 
And vilely carols 1 in a villain” 8 praiſe; | ; ] 
While the mild virtues of the lowly ſwain 
Are left to fink, unnotic'd on the plain, 8 1 | 
2 Let wealth, let pow'r, contemn the kumble line, vv 
Buy rude hands cut upon the peaſant ſhrine; Kit. . | 
But let me ſeek the far ſequeſter'd vale, 1 [i 


And often liſten to the village tale; 


er E MS 


: Or Jet 1 me whiter thro? the FRIEND gloom, 
| And gaze attentive on the graſſy tomb; 


| There while the night-bird pours his Ry OP: - 


Or dying echoes on the breezes float, 

The filent, mufing moraliſt may find 
Sublimeſt leſſons, for the thoughtful mind 4 
Flow from the'peaſant's unregarded duſt, 
As ſolemn truths as from the trophied buſt, 
The heav'n-aſpiring pyramid can bring 
No fofter flumbers to the buried king, 


| Than thoſe which wrap the lowly mould'ring bead 


| Of the poor tenant of this ſod-crown'd bed. 


LY 


THE MAN 


E 


Tus MAN or SoRROWw. 


| RILL'D on the ear the ſheep-boy's lateſt note, | 
A While gently dy'd the paſſing weſtern breeze; 
Each tuneful bird has huſh'd his little throat, 
And not a breath now ruſtles thro the trees! 


Serenely bright the moon aſcends the ſky . 
Soft ſleep her rays upon yon limpid ſtream ; 
No low'ring clouds throughout the æther ff, 

| To intercept the brightneſs of her beam. 


| Alone, and filent, on yon oak-crown'd hill 5 

Fond Echo tries, but {till ſhe tries in vain, 

To mock the murmurs of the little rill, 
Which winds its tinkling ſtream along the plain. 


But hark not fancy bids thoſe ſounds to flow 4 
Again, —they tremble on the liſt'ning ear; bs 
The deep-drawn ſigh chat rends the breaſt of woe, 
Breaks the dead ſilence of che midnight air. ; 


- b n. 2 4 
oi wg of, es ve 12 4 3 Rs 
nog 5 „ „ * MINES; by 922 8 1 

ee e . „ 

"ae 14 av s of oo 9 ©, of 72 X04 


ee 8 K 1 8. | 
| Where ſlowly rolls the Schuylkill's filver wave, ? 
Along the foot of yonder m_ vale, 


There Col ix, bending oer his Damox's grave, 
Tells to the ear of 9 is hapleſs tale. 


Ah! plains, —be cries; where Pleaſure ever led 
Her feſtive bands, amid the vernal pride, A 


| On diſtant flelds your L n A 


On diſtant fields your hapleſs ſhepherd dy'd ! 


He dy d but ah! —no gentle friend ene 


With pions hand to cloſe bis death-ſtruck eyes 


Oer his uncoffin'd corſe to ſhed a tear, 512781 0] 
Or mark where, e in ache earth, 1 _ 0 


Yet hevs Te rata, by live phtevia del 
For thee, lamented youth, a vacant tomb; 
For thee, There have een begins aa „ 


And brought the cypreſs to increaſe the gloom. 


And here, while dew.damps chill the 2 0 ai 


The mournful tribute to thy ſhade Fil pay; ES 
Witch care- worn Eye, ont-watch the lateſt ſtar, 
pr to hide 3 me ſrom the face of day. 


2 0 E N 8. K 
But ha TR? Ye” s this, with ſtep unhallow 'd,—rude, 
That comes where ſorrows hidden wiſh to flow! 


Away, fond youth |—away ! nor dare intrude - 
Upon the ſacred privacy of woe. 


1 0 v K 


Not to diſturb your grief J hither ftray, 
Or mock, unfedling, ſorrow's tender tear 3 
By love impell'd, bend my lonely way, 
And pour my plainings to the deſert air. DE 


"Tis mine, to ſ gh, unpitied 26d alone; 43 
For ah! no ſigh Marra s heart can move! 
Flows. from this hapleſs breaſt the ceaſeleſs groan 
Of pining care, and unregarded love. 


COLIN, 


| Then let us join;—in kindred Stier wet hens | 
Here ſadly bending o'er this ſi ent grave; * 
Each groan of yours FI: echo back wich üben 


And with my! tears the grafsgreen fod ol laves 


M1. RT — e You'll 


rn 
| You!ll ſooth thoſe ſig his Afflig ion bids to flow ; 
Lou beſt can ſooth them, who can deepeſt feel; 4 


Liſt then, attentive to the tale of woe, 
Which rings my breaſt with — to reveal. 


I had a fon !—Oh pierc d reflection ſpare, 
In pity ſpare, an hapleſs parent's breaſt; 
Long down his age-plough'd check the burning tear 
Of anguiſh ſtreaming faſt, has broke his reſt. 


A parent s breaſt [—ah! Parent now no more | : 
From mem'ry's ſeat, oh, blot the fatal morn, 
When by the ruffian hand of lawleſs pow'r, 
From theſe weak arms ** age's ; RODE was torn. 


Oh hard- keg heart r burſt you not in twain, 
For ſure ſuch woes might rend at heart of ſtone ; 
: What moments then of agonizing pain 
Had to this throbbing boſom been unknown! 


Adornꝰ d with every grace of blooming youth, ; 
I had a fon, who bore from all the prize; 

His ſoul-was ſpotleſs as the ſhrine of truth, 
And beam'd the mildeſt radiance from his eyes. 


oF 3.7 


Bright 


r f a 

Bright blaz d his nuptial torch; the happy hour 
5 Approach'd; and muſic echoed thro' the grove; 
With verdure bloom'd my DAuox's fav'rite bower, 
Deck'd by the hand of his officious love. 


Deck'd for Armerra !—dear unhappy maid! 
What pangs do now thy ſnowy boſom tear! 
Like April bloſſoms do thy beauties fade, 
Nipp'd by the froſty hand of pining Care. 


AME RIA came !—the pride of all the plain; 

She ſweetly ſmil'd upon my raptu'd boy; 

When Britain's ſons 5—a fell remorſeleſs train, 
Burſt on the ſweet retreat of peace and joy. _ - 


Ah !—novught avail'd a kneeling father's tears, 
Nor could their rage a mother's ſorrows ſtay 

| Regardleſs of her ſex, her feeble years, 

They ſternly ſpurn'd ww,” as ſhe n. lay. 


Nor yet avail'd the fair Ain 8 fghs ; 
From her ſoft claſping arms my ſon they tore ! 
 Oferthrew the wreath-bound altar, —curs'd ourcries, | 


And to the embattled field the youth they Borne: 8 


> & | What 
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What need I more;—my anguiſh ſpeaks the reſt! 
On Monmouth's plain, he bow'd his dying head! 

ie hoſtile ſteel deform'd his manly breaſt, 

And at the wound life's crimſon current fled. | 


On lightning's wings the cruel tidings came; 

His boding mother gueſs'd the fatal blow ! 1! 

The dreadſul ſhock o erpower' d her feeble frame: : 
She ſunk -a ſpeechleſs ſpectacle of woe! 


Waking at length, ſhe cry'd, with wild deſpair, 
Oh! bring my Damon from the bloody plain; 
| I'll bathe his wounds, with many a falling tear, | 
And from his wann waſh the mien ſtain! | 


With wreaths of flowers his ha FIl adorn, 

| On roſe-crown'd ſods his icy head ſhall lie, 

And *till the ſtars ſhall fade before the morn, 
I'll watch my breathleſs child with FRINGE eye. 


No tainting blaſt wal ben my darling boy, 
A ſheet of lilies o'er his corſe I'll ſpread; 
Come, come, ALMER14, raiſe the ſong of joy," 
Thy well-known voice ſhall wake him fromthe dead. 
- l 


PORE CV 
But ſoft; he umbers in yon balmy groves 
Ye gentleſt-zephyrs, fan him with your breath; 
His are the peaceful dreams of bliſs and love: 
Ah no !—they dream not, in the ſleep of death! 


Diſtracted now, ſhe beat her aged breaſt; 
Wild as the winds, was every word ſhe ſaid 3 
But ſoon, to ſcenes of never- ending reſt, 
From its weak tenement her ſpirit led. 


Thus am 1 left in my declining years ; 

Oh! may the thread that next is cut be mine! 
With rapture, will I leave this vale of tears, 
And fly, my Damox's happy ſhade to join. 


For thee, fond youth !—whoſe ſympathetic ſoul 
Has in my ſorrows borne a friendly part: 
Ne'er round thy dome may keen misfortunes roll 
Nor hopeleſs love dwell preying at thy heart! 


Thine be the joys MARIA's beauties bring! 
On thee be laviſh'd Fortune's boundleſs ſtore! _ 


F or thee thro? life may ceaſeleſs pleaſures ſpring, 
When this fad breaſt ſhall throb with woe no more. 


3 1 1 But 


36 . 
But ſee !—diſpelling now the nightly gloom, 
Breaks from the eaſt, the morning's early ray; 
He ſaid;—and homeward from the tear-dew'd tomb, 
Tur Man or Sox Row ſhap'd his loneſome way. 
21 ; | 8 


Addreſſed to the BuRTEREx of Lopos; Ne, 2. who” 
had aſſembled together, on the Commons below | 
Philadelphia, between | Delaware and Schuylkill, 


ro ſpend Sr. Jous's Kay f in feſtivity, 9 24, 
1782. 


* 
* 
— 


Als high the feſtive flrain : 
Again and, an 0 24 N 2 
This ſacred day demands the votive ſong 
O' er yonder ſilyer food, © 

Thro' yonder diſtant wood, 

Let Echo ſtill the rapt rous ſound prolong: 
Fill, fill the ids glas; of ο 
To joy devote ry, 11 


| 1 rb 
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Be every note, 

And crown'd with decent mirth each momeii Paſs. 
From each dull fear, 
From every care, a 6 


Ds. Be 


. Be now, the Maſon boſom free, 
No paſſion rude, | | 
No thoughts inttude 


Io intercept our harmony, 


5 


Vet if, Aeg ügbisg eqherpaſing vale; © 

The Ch Angulſh feeks the humble vale, 
To this bleſt ſpor, the ſigh let zephyrs bear; 
Au hand is prompt, to wipe the falling tear. 


% 


Double pleaſyre "will 1 
To relieve the. quency oe. -: 521 / 


* * 4 44 : 1 % 4 . 4 hgh . 54 


Yes, yes—be 3 tall Nie 
To ſooth che anguiſh of the pain-rack'd bret, 
In Sorrow's eye bid beating 1 rapture Wine, | 5 
| @ (cn wa head of ae to rel. | 


Heav' n-deſcended tiers 3-H 117 
| Fav'rite of the Dzirr, 910393 YOL aT 
Euvery heart is here thy o.]; 
From the hoary Hermit's cell, 
Virtue flies with thee to d well. 
: Where Masov ARMS gooey * ee 
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| ART ann N ATURE. | 
„is ſaid that once upon a time, 


20 


| (So tales begin, and ſo my rhyme) 


Nature held high diſpute with Art, 
Which had moſt power, upon the heart. 


They each agreed, to end debate, 

; A lovely maiden to create, 1 
Endow'd with their reſpeRive charms, 
To fill the ſoul with Love's alarms. 


' Obedient to each high command, 


Two female forms before them ſtanld. 


Art flew for lightning to the ſkies, 
And plac'd it in her daughter's eyes: 
But Nature, tender and ſincere, 52 
Taught her's to ſhed ſoft Pity's tear. 


D 4 
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| | White Art, from her abundant ſtore, 

Her fayorite' s cheeks vermilion'd o'er ; 
Another method Nature choſe, 
In her's the 885 the bluſhing roſe. 


Art 3 through Arabia's plain, 
Each richeſt, coſtlieſt gum to gain, 
She rifled every region o'er, | 
And left Ambard's valley poor, 
Then with her gather'd ſweets the hied, 
To ſcent the object of her pride. : 


Such gales, as kiſs the daiſied meads, 
When Spring the jocund hours leads, 
When every object grown more * Bay 
Joins to hail returning May, 
Through even rows of pearly teeth, 
Nature taught her : to o breathe. 


A neck thin PM be gazer' 8 's ſight; 
As alabaſter, cold and white, 
Where ſymmetry's extremeſt point 
| Wis jortur'd into my Joint, 


"of 1 


* * = : ek 3: ; Riſi 
. Riſing 
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Ring from a ſnowy breaſt, | 
The ſculptor's curious toil confeſt, ,... 
Such Art beſtow'd upon her chil& . 
While indi =_—_ Nature ſmil d. 12 


A ſpoleſ ſkin of faireſt bue, | 
With veins of ky, eye · ünctur d blue, _ ? : 
A boſom wkich conceal'd a heart, Fu 
That bore in every pang a part, 1a 
And throbh'd reſponſive to each groan, 15 


Soft Nature bade her child to own. 


* 


joe? 


Nen Art to Perſia's a's regions few, e . 3 
From thence the richeſt filks ſhe drew, „ 
Tranſparent emeralds ſne ſought, 5 
The Cylon ruby too ſhe brought; 8 : ; 1 "ot : 1 
Golconda's ticheſt mine explor' 'd, „ 
To add the diamond to her hoard, 

And on her idol ſhe beſtow d. 

| The curious, coſtly, cumbrous load; 3 N 
While young Gmplicity and eaſe, 0 Son M 
Gave Nature's daughter power to pleaſe. 


Thus 


P 0. E M. S. 


Thus deck'd, each mother, gave wa charge, 
Before ſhe ſet her child at large. 


& N Ow „ g0—fail Art,—and tet your eyes 
F ill each beholder with ſurprize; 
Go—be but ſeen—without controul 


| You'll lord it o 'er the human ſoul, 


Before your feer, you'll daily ſce, is 
'Unnumber'd captives bow the knee; 


1 


But let them drag a hopeleſs chain, 
And lich, and ſwear, and rave in vain,” 


In bumbler accents Nature faid ; 


Be not of yonder form afraid ; 


Perhaps ſhe'll wound the fopliog 8 heart, 


Be yours, my dear, a nobler part; 


The trifling conqueſts of her eyes, 
Are ſuch as all ”_ ſex —_ 


But if bone hr youth: you find, 
In whom each ſenſe, each virtue's join d, 


Within whoſe open, _—_ breaſt, 
. Diſfimulation « cannot reſt,” 


* 
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Of him a worthy conqueſt make, ; 
He'll love my child for Nature's ſake. 


+ 
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FL 
FS * * "2 * s 5 
+ * 0 S423 - p | 4 . \ 7 4 * 3 1 * 2 
* * 6 c 3 yo — 
7 ' 
5 —— * * » 4 b * „ . Wr #4 » * 
4 14 % Ko * IN SILLS 233-447 2 ase * 3 
N s 1 „ * 
4 . 
1 
x 2 Fd 
x 4 ? of : n : 4 
» —_ : + - 5 7 
.* o \ : * 
7 2» 
* 
3 * 2 1 * * % 
E. £ 1 4 a + of 4 * 
Weer. 
8 ” 4 % — 3 3 a”, Ft 21 N 
x * . & 
| N Fu 
7m # - - . 0 OE F > * *} Þ — a o 
| a «#2 * 4 F v# a + © FX 3 + 4 441 7 ©& #. * 
| G 
| 
[ TS” © EF: 
| L F 1 x 8 8 11 "4 5 : 4 
N 4 * , ” 
L © : ; 
# bo 
” i } "* . 
& cl t ; & Sd 
* 
* 
« ＋ 9 7 Fa * 
4 5 4 be ; £ « 1 * 1 * 1 a. 4 
oo # «cos 3 8 <& +4 4 4. 5. „ 9 Be # 4 
« * 
7 
; o 
1 f * * mehr MR. 2-2 IE 2 8 wy es Tx. 
C & 1 
a * i. 
* 41 [ 
a þ ; : Fi » > 
| } 
[ * 
0 * £ 5 ' K 7 
4 7 4 6 ; „ * 
: 
* r n 1 * — 
5 1 j * 
\ 


* & 
„ 
* 5 * oo 
2 4 
8 © * 
* 
8 — 
* * 
arg o 
> — 
w” 
* 
4 
* - - 
o x as 


In him no ſhort-liv'd * you'll fear: AY. 
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| Wrote on a Parks that wrap a a Bunch of Na he 
TURAL 1 fent to Miſs F——d i in the 
Winter. | 


I'D my gay gardens dreſs d in endleſs green, 
Where wild luxuriancedecksthefragrant ſcene, | | 
Where opening buds their dewy ſweets diſcloſe, 
Where hangs the lily, and where blooms the role, 
Where drops ambroſia from my waving trees, | 
And muſic dances on the paſſing breeze ; 

While Beauty's Queen and all the ſportive Loves 

Range uncontroub'd among my orange groves, > 

| Regardleſs of each other votary's pray r, 

My lovely F—9 is all her FLora's care. 

For you I've cull 'd, from all my myrtle bowers, 

| The choiceſt eig and pluck'd my earlieſt flowers; 
„„ 


P:OE MS O 
Their parent ſtems, my bloſſoms leave with joy. 
Pleas'd on thy lovely breaſt to lire and die; 
In them, no briar, no pointed thorn is found, 
That ſeat of ſpotleſs innocence to wound; _ 
Yet in their ſtalks ((l mark'd his treach'rous a) 
The little Cour hid a venom'd dart, 

Secure, that when the flow'rs your boſom preſt, 
The melting poiſon would pervade your 1 reſt. 
Vain was each ſcheme the blinded Urchin _ 
Before his face 1 drew the dart aſide; "0 
Then ſeiz'd his bow ;—the love-wingd weapon flew, 
To STR aro- 8 breaſt, and made it n for you. 


# 
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Written at the Requeſt of, and humbly inſcribed to 
a 


RRrTATIvE- 


ou D howla the voice of all- deſtrudive War, 
And Deſolation ſwept th' enſanguin'd Plain 3 
"Stern Vengeance mounted on his crimſon car, 


= And drove male over heaps of ſlain 5 5 


| In vain did Mercy ſtreteh the —_ hand, 
And kneeling Innocence in vain implor' d; 
The Giant Terror led the cruel band, 


And gave a keener edge to every ſword! 
Far from the ſcene dejected Pity flew, 
The tear till trembling in her gliſt ning eye, | 


$6 on the vi'let ſhines the morning dew 
i Before exhal'd into its native iy. 


„ 1 5 5 1 The 
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The nds Fxira's angel form the wore, 2 


Ĩ be ſprightly look alone exchang d to woe; 


Acroſs her arm the plaintive lute ſhe bore, . 
And thus ſhe bade the moving forg to flow. 


Arx. 


F aireſt, ſofteſt child of Heaven, 
Peace, Oh Peace, again return; 
Cloſe the wounds the ſword has given, 
And bid Sorrow ceaſe to mourn ! 


Lead the woe-worn Child of Anguiſh, 
From the dreary cypreſs gloom ; 
Bid him ceaſe, at length to languith, 


* ; ? 


O'er the unremitting tomb. 


IL 
F rom yon lar ſky den 


lere come raiſe thy hallow'd ſhrine; 
At the bloodleſs ſtructure bending, 


| 

ö 

| 

; 

K+ Freedom's vot'ries ſhall be thine. 5 | | 
ben 
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Written at the Requeſt of, and humbly inſeribed to 
Th N 


Rrcrrative. 


o D bovrd =p voice of all- deſtrudive War, 

And Deſolation ſwept th' enſanguin'd plain ; 
Stern Vengeance mounted on his crimſon an | 
And drove regardleſs s Over _— of ſlain ! 


. 


In vain did Mercy 3 the tender hand, 
And kneeling Innocence in vain implor'd ; 


The Giant Terror led the cruel band, | 
And gave a keener edge to every ſword! 


Far from the ſcene dejected Pity flew, 
The tear ſtill trembling in her gliſt'ning eye, 
$0 on the vi'let ſhines the morning dew 


Before exhal d into its native {ky, 


7 
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The lovely ExMa's angel form de vore, 7 
The ſprightly 160k alone exchang'd to woe; 


Acroſs her arm the plaintive lute ſhe bore, 5 
And thus the bade the moving oog to flow, 


| G Arx. . 
Faireſt, ſofteſt child of Heaven wei 
Peace, Oh Peace, again return z 


_ Cloſe the wounds the ſword has given, | 


And bid Sorrow ceaſe to mourn! ! 


Land the na Child of 3 | 
From the dreary cypreſs gloom; 
Bid him ceaſe, at length to languiſn, 
O'er the EY tomb. 


. 


II. 
From yon ſtarry ſky deſcending. 


* 


Here come raiſe thy hallow'd ſhrine; : : 


| At the bloodleſs ſtructure bending, 
A Freedom's vot'ries ſhall be thine. 


1 
i 
; 
! 
} 
i 
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Log 22. 


ere ebe hardy ſoldier bowing, 
Shall preſent his broken ſpear ;- 
Aud, the ſword of honour ſhewing, 


* . 


Wet the blade with Pity s tear, 


- 
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| | [ | 4 | | | | 4 4 | | 
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Jo an amiable, LADY, who had given credit to a 
malic:ous Report of the AvTHOR: Written in 
a Cavt, on the top of a Mountain, where bs: 
had retired. to avoid the Savadks, having loſt 


his road and EM Pany in an 9 part " 
the country. .. 


OW foon, alas l the ſtniles of May 
With alk the vernal charms decay! 

Adown the ſmooth but rapid tide 
Of time, the Summer hours glide 3 
With all the fruitage of the year, 
See bending Autumn next appearzy © © 
Then from the caverns of the North, 
The howling tempeſts iſfue forth; 
And dreary Winter's haggard Wien 

Tremendous ridibg on the ſtorm „ 


5 


50 POEM 5, 


7 


1 Drives briſk-ey'd Pleaſure from the plain, | 
And ſpreads around his i icy 0 


Thus paſſes oh the natrow ſpan, 

Allotted for the life of man; 

Poor man ̃— the Child of Sorrow born! 
From birth, by Fate, condemn'd to mourn. 
Though rapture gild his youthful hour, 
Still on his noon misfortunes low'r; . 
Tho bright his morning ſun may riſe, 

Vet clouds obſcure his evening ſkies; 
And oft the roaring whirlwind” s rage 
May blaſt the hoary locks of age. 
When thunders roar and lightnings fly. 
When glooms the tempeſt in the ſky, 


he trawler ſeeks the neareſt ſhed, 


And ſhelters there his weary head; 
And cannot man a cordial find, | 
To heal the tempeſt of the mind? 
When deep corrodes the fling of grief, 
Say whither ſhall he ſeek relief? 
Io thee, ſoft F ciendihip! let him fly, 
You'll more than foo:h each ſwelling fh; 
4 ic: 


. * 


77. 
'Tis yours to wipe the ſcalding ter 5 
To ſmooth the wrinkled brow of Care, EE | 5 
Tis yours to lull che boſom'd woes, 
And give the troubled ſoul ee esc 


Oh! bleſt with each engaging r 

To captivate the feeling heart: 0 

With each perfection of the mind, 55 
The generous wiſh, the thought refin'd ; Kg : - 77 


The ſoul where Friendſhip” J pureſt flame, * | 
Diſtruſtleſs, ever burns the ſame. 3 0 = 95 
Wilt thou forgive the artleſs lay, BE 
Your humble Poet dares. to pay; 

Wilt thou, Mania, lend an car 


Of Friendſhip to a mourner's pray 7 
Unknown to all the tuneful Nine, 
Neo laurel wreaths his brows entwine 3 | 
The willow's green. alone he wears, 
And wets the bending leaves with tears LE 
Far diſtant from the friend he loves, 
The wounded Son of Sorrow roves; 


* 48 


He ſeeks the dark, embrowning wood, | 
Where more than midnight horrors brood 'Y 


* 


E 2 1 Where 


1 r O E M 5. 


248 


Where roam the wolves in fearch of prey, 
Or prowls the Savage, worſethan they. 
Not one intruſive gleam of ligt, 
From the pale Goddeſs of the night, 

Can pierce the thickneſs of the ſhade, 

That bends to hide bis aching heed. 


Vet why ſhould he avoid the Wm 
Which gently plays on yonder ſtream ? 
Thou oft, O Moon! haſt lent thine aid, = 
To lead the Lover oer the glade; 

With thee, to light her careleſs way, 

Pale Melancholy loves to firay 3 EE 

His plaint to thee the mourner pours, | 

And fighs away his midnight hours. 

And oft, (before the envenom'd voice 

Of Slander. blaſted Friendſhip” s JOYS, 0 N 
Before her tender, lovely — | 7 
Took in Suſpicion for a gueſt), | 

| 1 ve heard the fair Mania praiſe, '3 

| O Moox! the mildneſs of thy rays. = 
| Then let me not avoid the beam, : 1 
Which oy plays on yonder ſtream. : 


7 : y 7 : # + f 
HS | * | = 5 4 L But 


POEMS. 


- But hark hat ſound invades 55 er? 
Say, is the prowling INDIAN near? e e 
Already does he graſp the knife, | | 
To rid me of a hated life? 
No !—tis the Genius of the oaks, | 
Whom Superſtition oft invokes, _ 
That, touch'd with generous ſympathy,” 
Joins in ev'ry e ve” 


Where Echo forms how hundred 1 x 57 1 
Within the deepeſt gloom he dwells ; -;- i 38 


| The gloom a ſacred awe inſpires, „ a | | 
That kindles * Superſtition” s fires, NTT ©. l 


The hardy woodman's, ſtubborn ſtroke, 32 $0 he. 

Its dreary terrors never broke; _. 
Nor can one ſolar ray invade 
The awful horrors of its ſhade 1 


* The top of the mountain is. aa hid in clouds; ad 
the Indians believe that the God of Thunder dwells there. 
They have a tradition, that one of their Chiefs was once. 
| taken up, and all the wonders of the mountain ſhewn to 
bim; but, on his return, being about to diſcloſe what he 


had ſeen to his OT he was firuck i into aſhes 0 
lightning. : 


1 The 


1 * 
r „„ 


t» E u . 


The murmurs of the ſummer breeze, 


| Or wint'ry blaſts that rock his trees, 


The thunder burſting o'er his head, 
That ſhakes the mountain's deepeſt bed, 
The diſtant ſhrieks of piercing woe, 
The bubbling of the ſtream below, 
(Ah ſtream !—-ſad emblem of my tears) 
Is all the muſic that he hears. TJ 
No ſhrill lark here ſalutes the morn, | 
No huntſman winds his noiſy horn ; 5 
No deer with tim'rous ſuiftneſs bound 
Along the fear · defended 3 # 
The ſpectres of the night alone 
Surround his viſionary throne! 
There dves no wand'ring ſavage ſtray, 
But diſtant ſhapes his bloody way, | 
Leſt the dread thunderer appear, „ 
Whom fancy paints to habit there, 
And from the mountains threat” ping brow 
His vengeful bolt Weyl dart below! f 


0 {Thus once the Wiel denn new d 
Wich ſacred terror Mona's wood; | 


POEMS. 


Nor dar'd his "a profane invade... 
The bow'rs which Superſtition made; 
At diſtance blind Devotion bod, 
And i in the Druid ow d the God! 


But ſay, Woo fall 1 > 5 F: 5 1 4 
Unheeged to the evening ſ&y,.. dts oy ent tt) 
And not thy gentle breaſt incline, i l 18 *. 
To pity pangs ſevere as mine? 
For, oh ! from thee my er flow, | 5 
| Suſpicion plants the ſting of A 5 0 11 ; 4 


The callous breaſt of gullt may ſeorn 
To harbour keen RefleRion's thorn; I 


But ſharpeſt pangs my boſom rend, 1 a 
Suſpected by my lovely F riend. T 
Sap, do you ſtill believe the . : L 
Which Malice told the paſling gale, l 
That to thy ears, in murmurs rs rude, | 8 
Accus d me of ingratitude? | 13 


Ingratirude | thy very name 
Wy throbbing boſom fills with ſhame; 


E4 Though 


56 POEMS, 


| Though there no 00 virtue ine, | 
Y et ſtill the _ heart is mine. 


Witneſs 2055 Genius of the Wool; - | 

Ye ſedge-crown'd. Naiads of the figod z - 

T hou Moon, upon whoſe glancing rays 
An herd of ſportive Fairies plays. 
Witneſs,) ye Sylphs and Gnomes, that ſpread | 
Your wings around Maria's head, 
Who, even now, with watchful care, 5 
Fly hoy? ring o'er the flumbering hs 

And with ſuch dreams amuſe her reſt, 

As fill the chaſteſt Seraph's breaſt, _,. 
Ye powers of Friendſhip and of Lore! <7 
Thou Spirit of yon hunted grove! 85 

At this dead bour, when all things fleep, 
Save ſorrow, doom'd to « wake and weep? 
Bear witneſs, whilſt I kneel and ſwear, .. 

By all that man can hold moſt dear, 5 

No chought of mine couid E er offend 


| My belt, my 2 8953 fureſt F a1expl 


Ay 


| f | 
q 1 a « 5 1 
: T7 101 23 358 44 br 
An E T 1 H A 
„ „ „ e 
| AME 2 600 wiurd her maſter-piece to ſhew, 
| " $0 ſent to this world below: 
But while the Goddeſs quite 
To, form the P 
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MELANCHOLY, 


148 wh A Pon, | 


1 


SACEED(To.THE MEMORY or 


Cot. JOHN LAURENS. 


4 . 47 7 FA N I 
4 Abbas ro Nis, — bu 


— ——  - . 


DIEU! ye plains Whew? once v4 lord to firay, 


FLY 


While ſoft Contentment led the peaceful Ways . 


1 leave the fragrant bower, the myrtle grore, NOR 
The tale of ſympathy, the ſong of 1806 1 24630 


Thoſe ſcenes, which Fancy paints, no more I chuſe, 


Far other numbers ſuit the *plaining Muſe, 
To yon dark caye ſee pining Virtue fly, 


The tear indignant trembling i in her eye; 
Neglected Worth to ſolitude retires, 

And Genius mourns his long extinguiſh'd fires, 
Viens his pale ſhrine deſerted and forlorn, 

- His banners proſtrate, and his laurels torn; 


Wild 


% ] 
Wild laughing Folly has uſurp'd his throne, © 
Has rent his robes, and reft his peaceful crown; 
While Diffipation revels Oer the pa 
8 Where once the Muſes led their runeful train. a 


Oh ! can no ſon of all het train be 4 5 l 
To chace the ſpoilers from his native ground, 
| Who, bold in truth, ſhall alſo greatly dare 
Againſt the foes of ſenſe to wage the war, 
To point the dart where Satire ought to ſting, 
And pluck the plume from Folly's yOu TOE 
Alas ! the Muſes” vor ries all are fled, 
Their altars proſtrate, and their fires are dead! 


4 


Come then, MAR1a, Jet us $ leave the p, 4 5 
| Where riot, noiſe, and nonſenſe ever reign ; 
Aboye your ſex's follies, you deſpiſe 

Their taſteleſs round of diſſipated j joys, - 
And dare, i in ſpite of tyrant Faſhion's power, . 
Indulge ſoft Melancholy s tender hour! | 
In Sorrow's garb is Beauty doubly fair, | 
Her eye ſhines brighter throꝰ the falling tear; 5 
The generous ſwell of Sympathetic Wot, 

* drops which wording Friendſhip bids to flow, 


"Nm 


re.. EMS. 
(Tbo' ſteel d InſenGbility may corn) 
Alike the mourner and the mourn'd. adorn 1 W 


Ohl in befall the . unpitying eye! ! | 
Hence the hard heart that never knew a fight! ! 


Can tranſport gliſten where no tear has flow'd ? 0 


Can pleaſure ſpriug where ne'er a thorn was ſtre w d? | 
Ass well the ſod might wake to rapture's ſtrain, Fs 
As can * breaſt char r never felt a W 1 


0 ot the TI thought, « the ties Gb, 
The pain-worn boſom and the tear-dew'd eye! | 
Whether thou wandereſt thro' the darkſome grove, 
Where ſound the ſad notes of deſpairing Love " 
Or if thou ſthap'ft thy ſolitary wax 
Thro' the dank path where apguiſh loves to r 
Whether within the hair-clad zealot's cell, | 
Mid piles of mouldering bones you fly to dwell ; 
Or if with penſive ftep-thou ſeck'ſt the gloom 
Where mourning honour decks ſome hero's tomb; 
Still, ſacred Melancholy, will I own. 

Thy OF ang and bow befare thy throne ; 


To 


POEMS 


. To thee my humble Muſe her berg pays, 
And with thy cypreſs dares to twine her bays. © 
Oh, teach the mournful numbers, as they flow, 
To call from Beauty s eye the tear of woe. 1 
A LAUENS claims it from the clay-cold bed, 
Where wrapt in duſt he reſts his moyldering bead. 
Shall Genius, Virtue, ſeek the ſilent urn, 

And ſhall not Pity's tender boſom mourn?ꝰ 

Say, ſhall a LAU REN S to the grave deſcend, 
And not Maria weep her laurel'd Friend? 

For, ah no Siſter ſorrows o'er his tomb, 

No mourning. Parent ſeeks the ſadd'ning/ gloom! #3 
Far, far from hence, confin'd by hoſtile powers, 
The CapTive FaTaER drags the ſlow-wing'd hours; =_ 
Perhaps, een now, his aged hands he rears, == | , 
And with a Patriot's joins paternal prayer. 

Perhaps fond Fancy cheats his e eee 

And bids each flattering joyful. proſpett riſt 31 10 

He views his Sox, by Fame, by Fortune bleſt, 

By nations honor'd, and by friends careſt; . 

His Country” 8 champion! in the dreadful delt; | 
In „ ſenates, Eulen of het right; EC TR 


& 


i * 
* 


„ Forms. 


ut little deems—(Oh ! ! agony to come! 
The early Martyr lumbers i in the tomb. 


Ab i me hon * mal all his proſpects fades 5 
And laduels ſhroud his venerable head! _ PH = 
Already Anguiſh points the venom' d dart, + 

That long ſhall rankle in a Father $ heart ! ! 


Te Jorias Rowen the . of pain, 

Fir ſcenes for Melancholy's gloomy reign, 

Where oft, fair Fxzzpow, thy devoted ſons 
Have pout'd:for thee their unavailing groans, 

Where pale Aſſaſſination's haggard eye, 
Unmov'd, beheld an helpleſs Monarch die, 

Ye age-black'd walls, within whoſe round haveflow'd 
The richeſt ſtreams of ſad Britannia's blood, 

Could not your horrors, with oppreſſion join'd, 

Unman the generous Captive's ſteady mind, 

But muſt he be with double anguiſh torn, 

A all the Parent with the Patriot mourn ? 


TIL ' When Caro S Son bs bier untimely nag. - 
His glorious wounds all honeſt on the breaſt, -., 
| ER 


% 
7 
1 ? 
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| No tear bedew'd the godlike Parent's eye, 

The Rowan glotied in his breathlefs boy; 
His Country claim'd the life he freely gave, 18 b ö 
And deathleſs laurels erown'd his early grave? 
The ſame in honour, and in death the ſame, 
Shall LAURENS equal Mancus in c 111 
Oh! may his Father's aged boſom feel! 
A Caro's firmneſs, as it does his zeal! 
May calm Reflection lend her lenient art, 
To blunt the arrows that invade his heart! 


Ab weak is reaſon when the pillicr rage: 1 
Her dull, cold precepts cannot grief aſſuage; 85 5 
The ſigh will ſwell, the ſtarting tear will flow, 


* £3. ds 


Whene'er the boſom feels the ſting of woe; 50 5 


To conquer Nature, man but fle m A 
And all his ſtruggles but augment his pain ! 
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9 
Hb my Lovis A, woch ft tive! ly, ell 


From Scorn's cold elime; 3 . 
Would ſt thou à tender ear ene at 1 
To love, ſincere and true as mine: I Had 
Not India's nicleſt mineb cd er 
A gem ſo bright as I would aura! 10 on 


: {Sek 1821121 4 II. 2 1 401155 n 11 | pry . 1 
8 1 3 1 TIF | 
The flave "that hee revillts day; wort ach 30 


But toils in chains. hi life aways. of os — 16 5 
Has Hope, the-dreary. gloom. to cheaty 1211 
And ſtrew her roſes. oer deſpair. K 5 0 dT 
| Bur, ah 900 gloom. v where rache 1 
+ Contains a flaye ſo curſt as b.. 


S DR 003 01 
2 nis 459 14: III. jd eolg2! nf} eick Hg hoe 
Along the darkſome path of woe, 
Where Sorrow's thorns unnumber'd grow, 
Where Anguiſh broods, I lonely ſtray, 
No gleam of hope to chear the way; 
Condemn'd thro! life in vain to mourn | : 7 
| Lovns4's 8 {corn - WR N 


* 
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HEB HER DS, thepkerds, hither come 1 
What cho loſt the vernal bloom, 
What tho! Winter rules the year, e 
Vet the joys of Spring are here; oy | 
| Here v we taſte the ſweets of May, 
On EL IZA“ natal day. 1 5 8 
Do we want the bluſbing roſes | 
In Eriza's cheek it blows. _ 
See the cherry's tempting red 
O' er her dewy lips is ſpread3 
And the lily's erry grace 
Is exceeded i in her face; 


4 


Where 5 the fragrance of the abb 
Where s the muſic of the dale? 


0 — 


66 


PO E M 8. 
Ran is her breath, as Spring, 


Or the odor Zephyrs bring! 
Soft as is a Seraph's ſong, 
Is the muſic of her tongue. 


Shepherds, 3 the chorus 3 join, 


Haſte the feſtive wreath 19 twine; ; q 


Come with boſoms all ſincere, 

: Come with breaſts devoid of care 3 
Bring the pipe and merry lay, | 
g 'Tis rt 8 Natal Day. 


Tus 


e. 9 


ra GROVE os AFFLICTION, 9 
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or fighs the Zephyr thro' the gloomy wood, 
Nor other ſounds the liſt'ning ear invade, 
gave the low murmurs of the little flood, 
Which winds unnotic d thro' the diſtant Slade, 


Pale ſhoots the moon alcng the eaſtern Sky, 


The twinkling ſtars retire behind the clouds 3 
. feather d warblers to their neſtlings fly, 


And ſolemn night the whole creation ſhrouds. 


Then be this hour to meditation due! 
Alas! how few does meditation claim ! 
Each fleeting pleaſure choughtleſs we r 
Nor raiſe to ſerious themes our nobler aim! 


While warm in youth, each flatt* ring project 
bright, FRAY 
In Aran s flowing ſtream we —_ lave; * 
Careleſs and reckleſs of the ſtormy night, | 
Tune ſoon, too ſoon, muſt howl us to the grave. = 
F 2 But, ; 


= | roEtrnaEKk 


But, ha what phantoms glide along the grove, 
| In mouruful robes of deepeſt hue array d? 

Not ſuch the ſcene, when Innocence and fal 
CO Sought the receſs of CC s peaceful ſhade. 5 


And hark from yonder cypreſs-woven bow! r 
T he figh of Sorrow ſteals upon the gale: 
' Whar Child of Anguiſh, in this ſolemn hour, 
Tells to the liMaing Moon her OO tale? 


Ah! s Mazra Ph er . $ urn, 
The grief-devoted, lovely maiden bends ! | 
Far, far from her, the tyrant Death has torn 
The trueſt . and the beſt of friends. 


So wrapt in tears ei the PP queen, 
When by the Savage tooth Adonis bled! | 
| So, ſunk in woe, each plaintive Muſe was ſcen, 
5 When young e bow:d 2 languid head! 


As beams, thro? clouds that ſkim the weſtern ſky, _ 
The ſetting radiance of the ſtar of eve; 35 
80 ſhines the «roy melden: rear-full ue 
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, :- 
But xi ſhe ſpealsi—attention carch the note, 
Nor loſe a whiſper l—Zephyrs' wings along, 8 
Not more melodious did the numbers float, © 
When Orpheus plain'd or Leſbian Sappho * 


* bending groves 1—ye myrtle- woven bow' rs, 
Beneath whoſe mildly pleaſing cen ſhade, 
When, Love and F hen firew'd as . pick, 
15 | flow „F533 ' . 
x Has your Crranpen with * . iP} 
Ve mournful turtles; who fo often eco, Kol 
Reſponſive to the youth's melodious ſtrann, 


No more, ſoft trembling, theo! the Bn ning work,” 
His gentle muſic ſhall ne Jane mm 


20] Ol SEM Ver BLIND, L 0 bbc K | 5 
e POD eee the deen, : 
In ocean ſhrouded, iy! his clay-cold:head. 117 


Ye Nexeids, bear him 40 your:coral e 5 
And gently lay dim on your pearly bed. 
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. ; For he was Jour 1 1 lige d foul! big! | 
N Witneſs theſe fighs—thele tears that ever Foy $41 
Dear as the, crimſon ſtreams of life, that roll, UG 
7 Around my heart, ah !—burſting now with woe. 
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But, ba! who's chis, wich in the ſacred rug 
To grief devoted, that preſumes to treadꝰ 
Who gares diſtarb the ſadly ſolemn ds: 
When bleeding Friendſh ig mourns the hogor'ddead? 
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No harden'd breaſt that mocks the ae = 
The Child of Pity comes, to give relief, 
To ſogth-your Pang or aq Four ſorrows ſhare; | 
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And could, oh Dame, ue 1 * 60 » long 
K. Delay t the tribute to Crnnmants thade 9725 
8 Could Virtde die, and not the tender ſong, on 

By Friendſhip prompred,ode- Virtue oy 5 


e ite won do mid zul yiangy En 
For, well you know, CLEanDER 8 open mind 


Dildain'd the feed which Honot bluſh'd t to on; f 
The Seberoüs With "the Teiitiment refin'd, * 
Still! in 'vis ſpotleſs breaſt col ſpicuous ſhoue: * 


e diw woo g e is 57 vm haut“. 
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Thro' Youth's giy walks together ad ye n, 
As Fancy gave each ſcene a brighter bloom: N 
But, ah !—while Pleaſure led the flow ry way, 
"0 thought intraſve pointed to the comb. 


Calm. as che face of the deceitful main, 
When no rude wind the ſettled deep deforms, 
Ye ſaw, tranſported, Joy's enticing plain,” 
Nor ever deem'd it could be chang'd' by ſtorins. d N 


But wid, too ſoon; Yong the derkes GARE, 
The tempeſt ſcowl'd ;—bigh roſe the ruffled ware | 
In vain was human art, or Virtue" series, nad W 


a 


CLEANDER funk | into the wat? ry grave!” 1 


Hence heave theſe Gohs!1 theſe pungent eee : 
Hence muſt this widow'd boſom ever mourn ; N a 
Within this gloom will I indulge my woe, 
And bathe with trueſt tears CI REAN DER's urn.“ ee 


The lovely Maiden ceas d the mournful ee 
And on the urn her penſire head reclin'd! I 
So droops the roſe on Sharon's Few "pl: 

So finks the lily to the paſſing wind. HET HALEY 
F + BOY Beams 
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Beams not the tear in Pity's ———_ eye, 


When Virtue groans beneath Misfortune's hor 3 


What breaſt denies the ſympathetic figh, 
ruth and Lanogence and Beauty mourn? 


the iterr Stole, of his precepts yain, 
Wrapt up in 1 ſullen Philo ophic ſtate, 


. 


1 tender weakneſs of the ſoul diſdain, . 


nd ſcorn alike the ſmiles or frowns of F ate. 


But when, amid the Potſowe ade eloom, 


| Affliction bends, let me in ſorrow j join; 159 
When Friendſhip fioks i into the early tomb, 
5 The gen 'rous pang « of manly woe be mine, 


Les, my ETD to Susan bnd name, 
My artleſs Muſe the tribute due ſhall pay Y 
For Pity, Virtue, urge the tender claim, 


. Auer ſofter feeling prompts the 11. 


The wel l-pleas d Vifjoo ſmil'd; amid her tears, 


13 Then way'd her hand, and vaniſh'd j in the e 


Now from the Eaſt the orient morn appears, 
And the dews ane on the Am Ande- i 
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On a LADY's Srexxrss. 2 
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EN CE, pale Diſeaſe tern flave of Death 
4 1 and Night, De” 
From ſpotleſs Virtue rake thy rapid A 
Gol! ſeek the ſcenes where lawleſs Pleaſure reigns, 


There bid the ſons of Riot feel thy pains; 
And let Lopiety' s too numerous band 
Know all the terrors of thy haft ning band. 


Awaken'd from a ceaſeleſs round of joy, , } 
Repentance then their leifure may employ. | | 


| Bur leave EL12A,—0' er her lovely head, 
Let Health, bright Goddeſs, all her bleſſings ſhed. 
Come, Cherub, come !—diſpell the low'ring gloom, N 
Bid i in her cheeks again the roſes bloom ; 5 

| Bid her eyes ſparkle with their wonted fire, 
And let the Bard again the maid admire. 


rere een 8. 

Or rather Thou! at whoſe ſupreme command, 
Pale Sickneſs rages thro a bleeding land; 
Author of life; of health, of pain; of; Joy, 
Oh! view the ſufferer with a tender eye; 
Pity a Parent's pangs—a Siſter's tears, | | 
Regard their ſorrows—grant their fervent pray” T4. 
And longer ſpare to bleeding Friendſhip's ſighs 


de lovely maiden,” from her native ſkies. 
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8 1 CK NESS ber re wing extend," 
And leaves ELNEA to her friends 


Eſcap'd the yawning orte tomb, 1905 ya rin 
Wich health returns her fadiant bloom. 
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Beams in her face each charm divine, eM 


Her eyes with former luſtre ſhine; een 
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With every former grate ſhe moves; 1919107 SAL 


Attended by the ſponive'Loves. 371 nagt: 
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And ſhall no > Muſe bee a lay 
To celebrate the happy day? 
Ves every Muſe would lend her aid; 

The Muſes lov'd the charming maid: 
And, when ſhe wreath'd with racking pains, 
They all forſook their flower y Plains, 
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| And FIRES a nr Wack grove, 


To join in woe the Queen of Love, 
But uſeleſs now the Muſe's fre | 


My feeling boſom to inſpire. 


| 70 thee, whoſe praiſe, in ceaſcleſs ſongs, 
Is warbled forth from Seraphs' tongues, 
Queen of the filent, ſpeaking eye, . 
And ſwelling heart, ta thee I rx; 2 
Te, hear'noborn Graizude, be He. 
: To fill my ſoul, Ag prompt my Une |, 14 605 628 
are foreign | from the grateful heart. $3509 fi 
To feel, but not to write, be mise. 
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As 0 D E; 
To THE SAME: 
WxrITTEN AT BETHLEHEM» 


ATTY Bard from Leheigh's ſtream 
Invokes the long · neglected Nine, 
To carol on a much-loy'd theme, 

That oft employ'd his youthful line, - 


When feſtive Mi rth inſpir'd che ban, 
When Pleaſure ſpread her pinions 827. 
He tun'd fincere his artleſs ſtrain, 

To hail ELIza“s natal day. 


| When keen Affliction' venom-d dart 
Corroded in MaRr1a's breaſt, 1 
Hie ſtrove with all his little art, 5 
To lull the boſom pang to reſt. 
wal 7 When 


When pale Diſeaſe 5 on s had ſhed, 
To blaſt ELiza's opening bloom, 
When Anguiſh bow'd her languid head, 
And pointed to the yawning tomb: 


His Muſe preferr'd her ardent pray'rs, 
And taught the plaintive line to flow ! 
Intruded on a Parent 8 tears, 
\ Fo melt in n Woes. . 


When Health return'd, to bleſs the maid, 
He felt the general j Joy . 
Again the votive verſe he paid, 
Bedew d with Gratitude”s wild tear. 


Now Himes Waves bis IRE) on high, 
To light his torch at Virtue s ſhrine ; 
While tranſport beams in Epwin” s eye, 4 
And modeſt terror r droops i in thine, g 


While Pleaſure * the ſmiling Hours, 
And Bluſhes heighten all thy charms; E5 | 
While Rapture opens all her ſtores,. 

To bleſs aa faithful EpwrN” 8 arms; - 
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May not the Bard once more prepare 
The feſtive wreath by Friendſhip wove 1 
May not the Muſe her tribute bear, 
To crown the brows of conſta ant love? 


Testet the Muſe attune the line, 
Sincerity ſhall prompt the lay; 
And let the Siſter Graces join, 


Io hail ELIZA 8 nuptial _ 


25 
le 


While, with prophetic eye, the Bard 
Shall glance o'er Time's yet embryo Page, 
And there ſhall read what bright reward a 
Shall crown her youth—ſhall bleſs her age. 


The page unroll'd diſplays to view, 
With rapture crown'd, ſucceeding years; 
Day leads in day with pleaſures new, 
Unclouded, and unſtain'd by tears. 


Ne'er o'er this picture Hope has drawn, 5 
May ſullen, threat'ning ſtorms ariſe! \ ; ** 
Bui may the ſplendor of ber dawn 
Serenely gild her evening ſkies. 
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An EPITAPH; 


On Wanze ron W#*x. 


1 this lone, i in endleſs ſlambers laid; 
A little STRANGER reſts his mould'ring bead; 


Born mid the horrors of Wan”: s cruel reign, 

| An InrAnT ExiLE from its native plain. 
And ah !—too weak an ExiLe's pangs to bear, 
Not long the ſuff ring Cazxvs linger'd here; 
Scar d at the blood-itain'd' ſcene, it wing'd i its ways | 
To ſeek for Peace in ne realms N 


Oh thou whoſe foul can melt at others we! 
Whoſe pitying tears for others' pangs can low; 
This grafly od; oh let thy ſorrows lave 5 
And ſcatter roſes Ger the STRANGER's State: 

For here, alas!—ho kindred ſteps ſhall come, 
| Ne Parents“ tears Pede their InrAxr' 8 tomb; ; 
"To thee conlign'd, they leave the hallow'd duff, 
5 Then guard wth pious care the facred truſt, 155 


5 Let not to failings blind alone, 


L AMP © O N; 


By rus Destn® of a LADY, 
O very deaf, fo blind a creature, 

As DELta ne'er was ſeen in natures - 
Blind to each failing of a friend, 
But ever ready to commend ; 


Blind to each beauty of her own. 


So very deaf, that, if around 
A thouſand fhrill-ton'd tongues ſhould ſonnd, 8 
With ſcandal tipt, good names to tear, 
A fingle word ſhe would not hear. 

Or if by chance, amid a croud, 

Some antiquated maid, ſo loud 

Againſt a youthful fair ſhould rail, . 
That Deafneſs ſelf muſt. hear the tale; 


© POEMS 
Her comprehenſicn i is ſo ſlow, : 
A fingle word ſhe would nor know : 
Or, did ſhe know, ſo weak's her brain, 
That Scandal's rale it can't contain. 
Yet theſe are rifles, when compar'd 
| To things that all the town have bear'd z 
For tho' fo ſtupid, deaf, and blind, | 
The greateſt charge is ſtill behind, 

The faults of Nature I'd forgive, 
But ſhe's the greateſt Thief alive. 
In earlieſt youth, the cunning chit 

Had pilfer d Hermes of his wit! 
Within a deep embrowning wood,, 
A hoary Hermit's cottage ſtood ; 
There, as MixzävA once rd 

To ſee the Sage herſelf inſpir'd, 

| While all around was wrapt in night, 

Save the pale Student's glimmering light, 
She came with worſe than burglar's tread, 


And filch'd the helmet from her head ; 


She robb'd the Graces of their charms, 7 | 
And off ſhe ran with Cupid's arms. 


She 


v O E M „%ͤ 

She ſtole che Cons of Beauty's D 20ne, 5 
And made Diana's ſmiles her own ; 5 . 

Nor does the ever ſpend a day, 
But what ſhe ſteals ſome heart away; - 
Een while I write this haſty line, 
1 feel, I feel, ſhe's ſtealing mine. 
| Yes—ſtupid, deaf, and blind's the creature, 

And yet the greateſt Thief in nature. 
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CANTA TA" 


| je PON a bank, along whoſe moſſy fide SY Þ 
The ſilver ſtreams of Schuylkill filent flow, — 
1 Her eyes fix'd ſteady on the paſſing tide, 
CLARISs A tun'd her ſong to notes of woe. 
F 
Stay, Schuylkill, nor thus flow regardleſs along, 
Come hither, ye Naiads, and aid me to mourn; 3 
No notes but of ſorrow ſhall flow in my ſong, 
No notes but of ſorrow, ye Naiads, return ! 


For 1 6 pride of the ley and plat, 
The youth of my love, from my boſom is torn z 
Where rages the battle, there ruſhes my Swain, 
Oh! tell me, ye Naiads, will e er he return? 
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No coward | 18 Dauox, — but brave i is his heart; | 


The wrongs of fair Freedom have call'd him away; . 


Oh! then, Queen of Beauty, do thou take his part, 
And ſaſe from the battle my ſhepherd e 


Ob ' think was your hunter, . was hal 
1 he rocks and the woods and the Hopds heard 

+ the: moan, | 9 | $0 

1 pangs fierce as yours as I feel for my Gps 


Then pity thoſe pangs when you think of your 


own. 


Thus the complainings of hr pd break, 5 
In ſorrowing accents, told the lovely maid ; L 
The mournful verſe the woe · worn heart confeſt, 


The mournful verſe to me the Mule ee s 


Old bey t left bey bed, to hear 
The ſoul-enchanting muſic of her 56 5 pt 1 


Wich en ccanght, and bore the rain = 
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A young GenTLEMAY who had formed an un- 
fortunate Attachment, in hopes of overcomiug 
it, went a Volunteer on the Indian Exbrnt- 

Trios, but was murdered by the SAvAG ES. 
His fate gare riſe to the following EL EGV, 
which is ſuppoſed ro have heen written 85 him- 

5 ſelf before he went off. | 


Wl ST to each hope, for ever doom. to mourn, 
The hapleſs victim of a maiden s ſcorn ; 
Condemn'd to tread the thory | in ſorrow's road; 
And drag along life's ling'ring cumbrous load. 

I leave each gaudy ſcene that once could pleaſe, 
When health and rapture led the hours of caie, 
Exe my fond hegrt was taught tp ligh in vain, | 
Or my pierc'd breaſt to throb wirh ceaſęleis pain; 
To dreary wilds unpitied do I ſtray, 1 

W ith Grief, the {ad companion of = way, 

Yet, 


. 0 2 ˖‚ a 
Yet, ere I go, indulge the parting line, A0 
Which Anguiſh pays at cruel Beauty's ſnrine; 
Perhaps *rwill call the tear from Pity's eye, | 
Perhaps een #*#* may deign to heave a ſigh 'F 
Oh! if ſhe does, the Zephyrs of the wn 
Shall bear the tribute on ambrofial wing 
One pearly drop more tranſ port would impart 5 
To the warm ſtream that mantles at my heart, 
E han if Circaſli* s regions were my own, 
| And all its beauties bow'd before my throne ! ; 


How vain the thought! . tho round this icy head 
The dreary ſhades of endleſs Night were ſpread, 
No ſigh ſhe'd heave, a breaſt would Ins * no 

tear, 7 
For ſoft Compaſtion i is a ranger there. 


Relentleſs Mar 55. partial N Ahn care, 
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Form'd in a mould moſt exquiſitely fair, 

By lib'ral Nature bleſt with ev'ry charm, 

Each ſenſe to captivate, each breaſt to warm: 3 
But ah! regardleſs of a Lover's debe, 9 
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As is the whirlwind to a ſaitor* s cries? 


Ga: Think 


= > 0 K * 8. 
ü Think not I mean your piry roimplote2* 

| This boſom ſwells with flatt'ring Hope no more; | 
Long ſince from me the downy Seraph fled, 

92 od me 3 round ani, e 


Think NES by "SOR 3 4g, a wreath 7 cine, 
The Muſes off ring at the Cyprian ſhrine; 
No Muſe, alas! this tortur'd breaſt inſpires, 
There Diſappointment lights bis fierceſt fires. 


Aude as the throbbiogs of imboſom'd woe, 
Wild as Deſpair, let all the numbers flow; 

The hand of Madneſs holds the wandering pen, 
And keeneſt Anguiſh prompts the rough'ning ſtrain 3 
| Rude tho! it flow, the fault is all your own, 

You gave thewound, and you ane bear the groan. 


Thiuk not I wiſh to wake Refledion's thorn, 45 

Or overcome a cruel Maiden's ſcorn; 5 

Thy breaſt, as cold as Rhodopean nows, 

Nips the ſoft bud of Pity ere it blows... 

Yet, ere I fly from loye, from pain,—from vou. 
1 wiſh to bare wy | boſom, to Nur view; 


The 


1 r | 2 


The truth, the fondneſs of 1 my paſſion tell, 


And then to breathe ; a  laſt—a fad—FAR6 ESL! 4 
Gt ara” it fl: a7 


Une: a 3 never felt, A 1 
Unſkill'd to cloath in ſmiles the keeneſt pain, od 
Unknown to me the flatterer's treach'rous: art, 
: My face was ſtill an index to my heart. 
I fondly thought a tender ſoul was thine, 
1 knew that love, that fondeſt truth, were mine: | 
I ͤhumbly dar'd that truth, that love, to own ; 
0 pak all my hopes were blaſted by thy frown. 
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Adieu! ye . that once were ftrew'd with 
Os. | | 
Ye 1 of bliſs, I once was taught to 5 
Ere tyrant Beauty rais d the boſom'd ſtorm; 


Ye ſcenes that Youth and raptur'd Fancy drew; 
And thou, belov'd, yet cruel maid, —Anizv! 
Far, far from you, I ſeek th* unſocial woods, 
Where pining Solitude for ever broods ; 
Where the grim Savage Rill, in ſearch of prey, 
| Diſtain'd with blood, direfts his dreadful way. 
18 on 3 „ ow! 
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Oh! may he hear my murmurs as they flow, TY 
And plant his dagger in the breaſt of woe; 


Then will my ſpirit ſeck the happy ſhore, 


Where hopeleſs paſſion can torment no more z 
The EE} 188 theſe weary lids ſhall cloſe, 


And thou diſlurb deep repoſe. 
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TO INSENSIBILITY. 


Iurkohrru. AP THE REQUEST OF Miss Vo 


— 


REA D Goddeſs of the tearleſs eye, 
And marble heart, to thee I fly, 
Iaſenſibility! „ 
Before thy lion - guarded throne, | EF. 7 


Pg 


Where Pity's plaint was never known, 
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I bend the ſupplant knee! 


May I, unmov'd by Beauty's charms, "5g; RY 


' Ne'er feel thoſe tender, ſoft alarms, 
| Which love-fick wretches know !. 
Should tears bedew the radiant eyes, 
Should Beauty's boſom heave with ſig hs. 5 
Id ſmile at all their woe. Y 
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Dread Goddeſs hm. to me impart 

The beſt of all thy gifts, an heart 
Inſepſible as ſtone; _ 

Should Anguiſh rend e'en Mina” S 13 

Soft as on down, 1 then could reſt, 


| Nor heed her piercing groan "# 
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To Tax RIVER LEH EIn. 


H thou, who lead'ſt the wand'ring ware, 
The gay, luxuriant meads to lave, 
By BernLEne's penſive Bx ETH NR preſt, 


And view'ſt, dark frowning o er the plains, 
The ſullen * manſion that contains 


The ſorrows of the widow'd breaſt; a 


* 


Where, by thy willow-fringed ſhores,, 


MoNockisx in torrents pours 


His cooling ſtreams, to mix with thing; 8541 


If Cer thou ſtaid'ſt thy courſe, to hear 
The pious bymn, che ſolemn air, 


That echo d from the + caaſer s ſtrines 3 
t {$5 * 180 

* The : Widows' houſe at bibles” a. 

+ The Single Siſters houſe. 
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7 If det the deep-draun ſigh could Penk, 
Ife cer thy gently waving trees 

To hopeleſs. love have jent their ade z » 
If cer the notes of Grief were dear, 
If &er you drank the ſilent tear, 

By meek Devotion's Siſters paid ; 


Attend, mild Stream, to me attend, | 
And be once more the wretch's friend, 
From hopeleſs loye my ſorrows flow; 


Te towing oaks, your branches ſpread, E 


Thou humbler willow, bend thy head 
Io ſhade the furrow'd brow of woe 1 


Let, ah !—to me your ſhades are vain, 
They cannot ſooth the lover's pain, + 
When ling'ring Hope has wing'd away ; 
They cannot ſtop the ſtarting tear, 
Nor o'er thy dreary gloom, Del, pair, 
Can ſhed a Loge chearing ray. * 


Thy 3 mild Flood, no more can plea 
No more the waving of thy trees, | 
* me, a * can e 3 


„„ 1 & EMA nf 
The verdure fades, the landſcape dies, : 
Each air-drawn ſcene of Fancy flies, 

When Anguiſh rankles at the heart, 


If by thy flow'ry banks I rove, 
Or wander thro the ſilent grove, CE 2 a. 


* ETD. 


That ſhades thy waters as they flow z 
The tear ſtill bulges in my eye, 
Still Recollection calls the ſigh, 

And points — venom d of woe. 


Yet once along ON 8 1 ray d, 
Or, careleſs of each grief, I play d 
Thy roſe-encircled bow'rs among; 
Then Fancy's wreaths I gaily twin d, 
Or in the tuneful chorus join d, | 
While to the woods the throſtles ſung. 


And, would Lovisa bleſs her wan. 1 | 
Thy banks, mild Stream, would pleaſe again, Þ 


1 5 | * 


And brighter verdure deck each grove z | 
Oft, wand'ring then thoſe banks along, ae Es : 1 
For her I'd tune my artleſs ſonngg. = | 

And thou ſhould'ſt dane upon my love. 
. | Ax 
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 OccaviontD BY TE LAMENTLD AND UNTIMELY 
Dark or AN AMIABLE Youne LADY. © 


AbpRksszD To I. M. V. Esa. 


FENCE the vain pomp, the © mockery of woe? ; 
The ſable garb, by outſide mourners worn! 

Obedient tears, affected ſighs, that flow | 

From breaſts by An AID s tooth untorn. 


As dies the breeze Ps 8 the ſummder morn, 
80 fink their ſighs before bright Pleaſure's ray 
As dries the gliſt' ning dew-drop on the thorn, 
80 __ their: —_— tears may. 


m do . Cult the foul where Anguiſh 3 -j 


The feeling heart diſdains their dun parade ; / ; 


Flies from their walk to Sorrow's darkeſt Sale 


Or throbs unbæeded in the midnight ſhade. 
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| My next fad lay may melt o'er Damox' 8 urn, 


The old, the young, the gay, the lovely bow; 2 


P O E M „„ 97 


Come then, my Friend well ſeek the gloomy 


ſcene, 


We'll dare reflect on what they once have been, x 


And from their one ring relics learn to die ! 


— 8 


Dearn * tis 2 leſſon thar we all muſt learn, 
Or ſoon, or. late, the dreary, hour will £VE3, 


1 


Or his flow ſtep 21 0 his Poet 8 tomb. 


4 2. LG 


Quick fly the ſhafts commiſſion's; to defroy; +. 


. 1 


5 The father” 8 hope, the lover's promis'd j joy, 
Alike are blaſted by the fatal blow. 


As when the tempeſt blackens thro? the ade, 
The tree, the ſhrub, alike muſt feel the ſtroke'; 
The garden's 's pride, the roſe, the lily . 


= 2 


Nor can his ivy ſhield the tow'ring oak. vn 0 by. 


So, d with pals. 3 moment fly: 


Here fink the humble - there the ermin'd great; / 
Here groan the impious—rhere the virtuous: lie; 
And here the lovely m meet untimely fate n oof 7 


Wh 2 : | | H | Oh ! 
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Where, wrapt in duſt, the 8 Foy 1 lies 0 
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1 POEMS. 


Oh! Anna Key loſt, ſeraphic md! 
To feeling breaſts you've taught this awful truth; ; 
The pallid monarch ſeiz'd thy pain-rack'd head, 
[a . all the charms of blooming ont 


| Vet more than "VINES ve taught us now to know, . 
That Virtue views unmov'd the trying hour ; 8 


Compos'd, reſign'd, unmurm'ring, meets the blow, 


Blunts ihe , Ung of Death, deten its pow” * 


She 77 the ſoul to brighter W TH joy ; : 
” Removes the clouds that hide the rugged ways 

| Bids Rapture gliſten i in the dying eye, R | 
And ſmooths the N to che realms of 44 = 


4 .Ofts lovely Maiden! to thy hallow'd tomb 
Shall bleeding F riend{hip's ſky- rob'd form repair 

| Indulge her ſorrows mid the awful gloom, | 
And bathe the marble with her ſofteſt tear. 


Oft too, my DAuox, to the ſacred ground | 
Wilt thou approach, with trembling ſtep and flow; 

I And there, while midnight horrors reign around, 

Diſſol ve in all the luxury of wor! 
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P 9 E M 8. 99 
Oh! chen !—while o'er the ſpot you * bend, 
And pour the frequent, unavailing fob, 
This awful leſſon from the grave attend | 
Attend, and profit—* You: WERE BORN TO vir“! _— 
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| ADDRESSED To a FRIEND. 


TROM the Rill ſcenes of ſilent ſolitude, 


Where Winter round extends his icy reign, 


On Rs preſence may the Musk intrude ? 
Say —will he liſten to her artleſs ſtrain? 


Can aught, from jealleſs woods, and trackleſs 


ſnows, | 
Claim the attention of his poliſh'd ear? 
Or can the line, i in which no fancy glows, 
Worth the peruſal of his eye appear 7 


* 


Yet—on the filent ſolitary hour, 
Does Mcditation' s ſolemn footſtep ſteal; 


There Senſibility exerts her pow'r, 
And bids ng been to figh, the ſoul to feel! 


e 
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To fi gh—for ſorrows that are not its own ; «) 
To feel—for pangs which other boſoms bear; 
Bids the hard heart to melt at Piry's throne, 
Bids the ſtern eye to glow with Pity's tear q: ** 


And ah how oft, in this ſublunar ſphere, 
Does Virtue feel Misfortune's ſharpeſt wound! 
For one, who taſtes of happineſs fincere, 


How many ſons of wretchedneſs are found! 


VUnnumber'd evils throng the path of life, 
By pangs unnumber'd is the ſoul oppreſt; 
Here rage the Paſſions in the mental ſtrife, 
And there deep Anguiſh harrows up the breaſt, 8 


Here, keen Diſeaſe, with all her horrid train, 
| - Scowls o'er the land, to mark her deſtin'd prey; 
Pale Famine ſtalks acroſs the blighted plain, 
And raging Peſtilence extends her 5 


Here, in his W 6 Ou pomp, terrific War 5 
- Sweeps off whole legions to the dreary. ſhade ; 3 45 
The youthful boſom reddens with the rats. 
| And low in duſt the locks of age are laid. 
| = 275 This 
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This fertile land, Creation's youngeſt-born, I 
Fach deathful horror of the ſcene has known 3 ; 
Still droops her Ge xius o'er the ſilent un, 
Still ſadly mourns for many a ſlaughter'd Son! 


Let Fancy bear thee to the ſnow-clad plain, 
That frowns o'er broad St. Lawrence rocky ſhore 
Oft has it groan'd beneath the heaps of flain, 

Oſt has the frighted ſtream been ſtain'd with gore. 


While ſcreaming Horror pierc'd the Northern 
wind, | 
ea the monrafut ory 3 
There brave Mon TcaLM his languid head reclin'd, 
And gallant Worrz breath d forth his lateſt ſigh. 


| Andthere,--while Fazepon, ſtruck aghaſt with woe, 
Stretch ' d out her arms, too weak, alas !-—to fave; ; 
Her fav'rite Son MoxTcom'ry mer the blow, 


That funk his blooming honors to the grave. 
0 And 10 |—where My/tic rolls his penſive tide, 
Beneath the weeping willow's bending gloom, 
VUnnumber'd ſhadowy forms in ſilence gie, 


With printleſs ſtep, around a WaRREx's tomb. © 
7 1877 e F 
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Nor North alone—theſe milder plains have borne 
The cannon's weight, the firm embattled line 
Caſarea's fields ſupport a MErceR's urn, 


And Schuylkill wanders near a Nasm's ſhrine. 


And where mild A$HLEY's Southern waters flow, 


Oft have his groves been pierc'd with notes of woe. 


And many a ſlaughter'd Hero lumbers there. 


Go, Pity, go !—and ſeek the facred ground, 
Where, wrapt in duſt, the Sons of Glory fleep; 
Thy ſofteſt myrtles plant each ſpot around; 


And or each hallow'd rurf in One, WEuge 


The hallow'd wr no ſtep pro! f:2ne ſhall tread, * 


For Honour ever guards the Soldier's ſhrine, 


He'll plant a charm around his children“ $ bed, 


And with thy myriles deathleſs laurels twine. 


The Ges their cauſe, their fate, * the ame; 
Thy Champions, Fa EEDOM, and thy Ma RTYRS too; 
They ſeize the boldeſt ſounding Clarion—Faus) 


'®» Swell the joud note—it is the warrior $ due. 
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| Yes—ſwell the note; to diſtant ages tell 
The name of each, who for bis Country dy d; 
How FxEEDoMdroop' dker banners, when they fell, 


How Hoxor wept, and ſacred Vigtus figh'd. 


Vet, not to thoſe; who greatly bled, alone 
Shall the due tribute of their worth be paid; 
In fields of death the Soldier plucks renown ; 
But milder virtues ſeek the peaceful IO: 


i 


| The civic wreath FamE's grateful band hall bring, 
And twine it round the ſteady ParRior's brows; 
And virtue mix each flowret of the ſpring 
Among * nen ar FAME beſtows. 


| * Yet, ab!—notFami E-—NOr rVirme? s dearer wreath, 
Nor yet the pray'rs by grareful thouſands paid, | 
Can fave the Paraior from the ſtroke of death, 
Or ſhield, obe moment. the devoted head. | 


The day muſt « come 1—(Ob! long within the 7 
| womb. 5 
"of diſtant years may its s fad moments a dF 
| When, yawning wide, the dark inſatiate tomb | 
Shall claim a FRanKLiN's ever honor'd clay, | 


Sh 
Is 


In 


In vain Philoſophy ſhall droop her head. 

Her ſons in vain around the corſe ſhall wee; 
Not Sky-ſnatch'd Flames can animate the dead, oF. 
Not e Voice can burſt their endleſs ſleep 74. 
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Thou too, Oh W. ASHINGTON, thy country's pride, "us 
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The laurel'd brow to tyrant Fate muſt JE: 2 
Muſt feel the ſtroke, ſo oft before defy'd, „„ 
Amid the horrors of tlie crimſon'd geld.“ Fa ar of 


IE Tag : 1 Ez A335 18. 4% 
= % . > 


1 
P 


n e _ 


2 1 A 
e 


The hardy vet' ran then! in vain meal. our © 


ty Friend, oe Father, Benefactor, 80 8 5 an 
In vain each Muſe ſhall ſadden round thy: urn; 1875 
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Could Virtue” 8 charms her fondeſt yor'ry fares... 
5 Not yo" CADWALLADER; thy 46 e bean | | 


t 5 


ind been enſhrouded 1 in the filenr 1 F< I 9 


11 55 . Eſq; paid the debt of Wah | | ö | 
at * ſeat in Kent County, Maryland, on the 16: of | 5 1 
February 1786, in the 44th. 4231 of his 10 ne eren 


3 3 
1 
; 1 : — 7 
* * . 
N I 1 4 > „ « J : by } : ; 
> + wo 4 1 0 
* : = 8 b 
1 N 4 : 6 ? 5 
is n e n y 6% 7. 33. "af o% Þ = 2244 ' WO j ' 3 5 84 
; 15 * KN „ *. „ s 49% 33 5 * * RN a 4 : 12 - 
5 * 6 5 | : : EI g 2 , 
, g * - 
" a : g , 8 R n 
4 { 0 N * bl gf 4 s « Lv #8 * N * - , k ; 1 7 
FE : # < 1 5 . * 4 - #4 w#- 4 vs 4 % 3 
- : . 


o | PDE M's. 
Still hald thou liv'd to ſcatter bleſfings di 
| To wipe from Serrow's furrow'd cheek the tear, 
To ſhield the poor man from Oppreſſion's wound, 


a And raiſe. the-irooping mourner from deſpair. 
Unbroken Th 


He offeſed A 1 eee N was im- 
proved by an acquaintance with hiſtory and government. 
He took an early and actire part in the late revolution. 
In the gloomy month of Dec. 1776, when the affairs of 
 AmERica were in the moſt critical ſituation, he accepted. 
of a Brigadier General's commiſſion from the Council of 
Safety, i in the militia of Pennſylvania, and at the head of 
1500 of his fellow. citizens, marehed to the affiftance of 
General Wasnix6ToNn, who had retreated to the Weſtern 
ſhore of the! Delaware, Here be diſcovered a degree of A 
firmneſs and magnanimity which baniſhed doubt, and 
| ®bogat confidence where-ever he went. He ſtruggled. in 
vain till riear day-light, with huge piles of ice in the De- 
laware, on the memorable might preceding the defeat 
and capture of the Heffians at Trenton: by which means 
he was depriveg of the honor of ſharing i in, and 1 5 
the benefits of thät well timed conqueſt, He partook o 
the danger and glory of the rietgry at Princeton, on the 
zd of Jan, 1777+ During the campaign of the year 1277, 
5 be acted as volunteer under the command of Gen, Was H- 
ine rom, and ſhared with the American, Army in all the 
dangers and ſufferings of that memorable year. After bs? | 
alliance took place, between the King of France and the® 
United States, he retired to private life, whence he was 
_ occaſionally called to "ou Part in the councils of his 
; | country. 
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Unbroken then, each fond endearing tie 
Of Huſband, Father, Brother, Friend, had been; | 
Nor, ſcowling o'er thy dome, with haggar' d eye, „ 
Had keen Misfortune's anke form been ſeen. 1 


To 4 in realms of 3 day, 
Fair Virtue's brighteſt crown, bleſt ſhade! i is thine: | 
To mourn thy loſs, to pour the plaintive lay, 
And, Oh !—to emulate thy deeds—be mine! 
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country. As a Senator, he was intelligent, diſintereſted, 
and upright. Diſdaining to unite with the artful and 
cowardly, by inflaming the paſſions of Government againſt 
a body of men whom fear or religious ſcruples had rendered 
paſſive in the controverſy ; he directed all his zeal chiefly 
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againſt thoſe internal vices which were unfortunately the off = it 
ſpring of the war, in whatever characters they appeared. 1 


The Love of his Country ſwallowed up all other paſſions 3 = 
| and he zealouſly promoted every inftitution, that was | P 
connected with her intereſts and happineſs,” Jo private life, "RH 

his Virtues were as mild as they were bold i in public life! ; 

in Friendſhip, he was ſteady, fincere, and even ardent 7 

In domeſtic life, as a Son, a Brother, Huſband, a Fa- 
ther, and a Maſter, he was truly amiable, 4 | 
In a word While Patriotiſm, — Integrity, —aAtive \F 
Benevolence, and warm Domeſtic Aﬀections, continue to ; 
| erxcite the eſteem of mankind, the name of this excellent 5 

* man will never ceaſe to be dear to his CounTay, his 


FxIznDs, and his FAMILY, - — „„ | 
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